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NORTH AND SOUTH TYNE RIVERS, 
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TO 

MRS. GREY, OF DILSTON HOUSE, 

THIS BOUQUBT, 
WITH AN ESTEEM NOT OF RECENT DATE, 

IS AFFECTIONATELY IN8CBIBBD. 



ADVERTISEMENT, 

The Tyne, with its tributarj streams, is one of the 
most beautifnl rivers in the kingdom. Every variety of 
scenery is to be found in its course; whibt its banks 
suggest recollections of the most stirring interest. Aken- 
side thus apostrophises his &vonrite stream : 

" ye dales 

Of Tjne, and ye most ancient woodlands ; where 
Oft as the giant flood obliquelj strides, 
And his banks open, and his lawns extend, 
Stops short the pleased trayeller to view. 
Presiding o'er the scene, some rustic tow'r. 
Founded bj Norman or by Saxon hands.** 

The Darwent and the Allen, two branches of the Tyne, 
possess scenery of the highest order. Living witnesses 
attest the fact that a squirrel, leaping from tree to tree, 
could travel from Axwell Park to Shotley Bridge, without 
touching ground ; so abundantly wooded was the Dar- 
went. And who ever saw the Sneap without being 



ADVEBTISEMENT. 

enchanted hy its beautj^ and asking ''Can the Tjrol 
itself afford a higher gratification than that which I now 
enjoy ?" 

The Allen is not second to the Darwent. The late 
Mr. Coats of Lipwood House, never looked from the 
garden at Ridley Hall on the Allen, as it flowed past 
that beautiful residence, without imagining that he had 
immediately before him the sacred Jordan, on whose 
banks he erst had ruminated. Trace the river thence 
to the Cupola Bridge, and ' Abana and Pharpar, rivers 
of Damascus,' sink into the shade. 

The Reed too, has its beauties, though of a different 
kind from the Darwent and the Allen — 

it f^i^^Q Beed upon its margin sees 
Sweet Woodbum's cottages, and trees/' 

And threads the battle field of Northumberland, where 
the Percy and the Douglas achieved imperishable re* 
nown, and 

" Bude Border chiefs^ of mightj name 
And iron soul, there sternly tore 
The blossoms &om the tree of fame. 
And purpled deep their tints with gore." 

In the year 1817, the late Dr. Shepherd, Preacher of 
Gray's Inn, and Martha Helen, the eldest daughter of 



ADVERTISEMENT. 7 

the late Thomas Davidson, esq.. Clerk of the Peace for 
Northumberland, had a friendly controversy on the re- 
spective merits, in point of beauty and association, of the 
North and South forks of the Tyne, and the verses which 
I now print were the result, for which I am indebted to 
a MS. in the handwriting of the late James Ellis, esq., 
of Otterbum Castle. The notes are Mr. Ellis's. 

J. F. 



11 March, 3850. 
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3[nttotiaction. 

No soxmd was heard in Chestera Hall, 
**The Feast was o'er/' 'twas silence all, 
And on his couch each happy goest 
Had sunk in balmj sleep to rest. 
Save one^who, deep in ancient lore, 
A weighty folio pondered o'er, 
"nil, closed the book^ he sought to breathe 
The freshness of the air beneath. 
And wandered on, till at his feel^ 
Tjne's rival streams in beauty meet. 
'Twas a lovely night, no cloud was seen 
To shade the moon's transparent beam. 
As soft it threw a silvery glow 
Upon the tranquil scene below. 
The western breeze was scarcely heard 
As Autumn's rustling leaves it stirred : 
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And now was hnilied in bower or tree 
The redbreMfs pbindve melodj. 
Whence comes it then that Toice so dear 
Kow meets the wandering stnmger's ear? 
Came it from the rocks aroond ? 
So—4tyr no echo was the sonnd. 
fireathed it from high that fiurj note ? 
Ah no! for soft it seemed to float. 
In liquid strains from Tone's high flood. 
The stranger pansed, and listening stood. 
Oft had he passed this honr I ween 

By classic Isis — oft had been 

By Thames' fair banks in thoughtful mood. 

Or Medway's stream delighted viewed: 

In distant land, at day's decline. 

Had watched thy course, majesdc Rhine ! 

And in thy waters, deep and blue, 

Had fancied fairy forms to view. 

At such a time — ^in such a night, 

Geneva! on thy Lake so bright 

Had gazed, and thought no scene could shine 

So fair, so soft, so wild as thine. 

Vet, even on thy enchanted ground, 

Ho never yet had heard such sound. 

As that which floats along. 

And now he stands as one spell-bound. 

And lists the Spirit's song. 

M. H. DAViDS0N,Oct. 1817. 
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NORTH AND SOUTH TYNE RIVERS. 11 

SPIRIT OF THE NOBTn TVNE speaks. 

From Chipchase" Rnd Nunwick* I'd have you to know 
That thro' woods and thro' rocks most romantic I flow, 
Down to Chollerford Bridge that my flood does bestride 
With a range of five archeti, light, lofty, and wide ; 
And there of a bridge" the foundation I boaat 
That was built by the Roman all conqnering host, 
And the Wail'' that was raised to protect the rich lands 
From the Bworda of the fierce Caledonian handi. 
But it is not on ruins myself that 1 pride, 
'Tis by Chesters,* fair Cheaters, 1 tove most to glide ; 
Her nympha/ are my boaat and my favourite theme. 
That roam on my banks and disport in my stream. 
Not brighter those nymphs, so renowned in song. 
That wandered the sweet vale of Tempe along; 
Nor the stream that descended fi-om Pindns' high moont. 
His honors I envy, nor Helicon's fonnt ; 
And you, Mr. Sonth Tyne, I boldly defy, 

. The Beat of Jolm Heed, esq. 

* The sent ol Boticrl Lasct. AUgood, esq. 

' Some of the Piera are obnrrabla a little below Chollertotd 

4 !rhe fioman YfaiL 

• The Eeat of Nathaniol ClftjlOD, esq. 
^ The &JB daugbteiB of Hi. Clajtuo. 
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In the mansioDB and castles that jon may flow hy. 
To produce me a band of such maidens as these. 
So simple, so artless, so fitted to please. 

Written at Chesters by the Rev. Geo. Shepherd, 

August, 1817. 



SPIRIT OF THE SOUTH TTNB Speoks. 

Why rouse me, proud North Tjne, as peaceful I flow. 
To answer thy greetings with sad notes of woe ? 
My castles are desolate, empty my halls. 
Their courts grown with weeds, and with ivy their 

walls; 
And the owl and the bat now inhabit the place 
Which like you could once boast of youth, beauty, and 

grace. 
But tho' mournful and silent my stream now rolls on, 
It with triumph looks back on the days that are gone : 
In Memory's mirror reviews each past scene. 
And sighs o'er the great and the good who have been. 
By Wilmoteswick^ Tower as gently I glide, 
I think on her Martyr with glory and pride. 
Who with Cranmer and Latimer, (firm to the last 
In Religion's great cause), this world's barrier passed. 

^ The birth place of Bishop Bidlej. 
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NORTH AND SOUTH TYNE RIVERS. 18 

Hail Threepwood/ as onward by thj classic grotuid. 

To tlie meinor/ of Tweddell* a requiem I sound, 

Tho' in Theseus' famed temple his relics repose, 

Still his shade hovers light o'er my stream as it flows. 

But chief, Ridlej Hall V' as I softly glide by 

Claims for goodness departed my tenderest sigh. 

And fain would I linger a while on my way. 

To virtue and talent a tribute to pay, 

To piety warm, and to kindness sincere, 

And weep for their loss o'er thy Lowes's sad bier! 

But my stream may not tarry, for rapid and strong 

The waters of Allen now urge it along : 

O'er rocks and thro' woodlands they foaming have 

rolled, 
And passed in their course scenes romantic and bold, 
From Whitfield* to Staward-le-Peel's^ ruined keep. 
Thro* thy groves, Ridley Hall, and thy crags rude and 

steep. 



* The seat of tHe Rev. Robt, Tweddell. 

* The late elegant scholar, John Tweddell, esq. who died and was 
buried at Athens. 

^ The seat of the late Thos. Lowes, esq., uncle to the former 
owner, the amiable and accomplished Wm. Oomforth Lowes, esq., 
who died 17th Noyember, 1810, aged 20. 

^ The seat of William Ord, esq. 

' The property of Charles Bacon, esq. of Styford. 



14 DULCKIDB, ETC. 

Till loBt in mj cnrreiit, non deep, smooth, and wide. 

By Langlej's" grey turreta majeatic I glide. 

Yet moTunfol as pBBtdng this once &voared place, 

I diink on its noble and ill-&ted race. 

And now, haughty North Tyne, 'da I who defy 

To shew in yonr annals of times now gone hy. 

Names like these which long ages to come shall revere. 

Names to piety, goodaess, and learning so dear. 

M. H. Davidson, Oct. 1817. 

" Luiglej Cutle, foimerij belonging to the eul of DenreDt- 
viiter, and now to Cheenwich HoqiitaL 
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